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One 


Pre-fame 


The crowds were getting crazy lately, lines out the door. Hell, that's what we wanted. All the crowds and the 
lines and shit would get the attention of the record companies and we'd get signed. That was the goal, the 
immediate goal, getting signed. 


Some of the songs sucked, some of them were pretty good, a few were kind of great. But they all had this 
energy, man. | was dressed ridiculous, but it was all for..this thing. It was the songs and the energy and the 
image, it all combined to make this thing that would take over. | knew it would, staring at the crowd for a 
moment under a fallen piece of my teased up hair. | knew it, | could feel it. | was wearing tight leather pants 
and this open white pirate shirt and crosses around my neck and bracelets all up and down my wrists and 
rings, and make-up, and cowboy boots. They thought | looked like a rock star in school just because of 


bellbottoms and butterfly collar shirts. They didn't know anything. 


Slash's guitar wailed, the notes climbing up and in between my screeches, and once in a while we hit it just 
right and it sounded amazing. Everything was working with this band, that's why the lines crawled around the 
block 


At the end of the last song | jumped into the crowd, and this time they held me up, all those hands beneath 
me holding me up and groping at me. Sometimes they just drop you, too drunk or high or whatever to carry 
you, and then I'd land on the dusty and sticky floor of the club, feeling like | fell out of a tree house or 


something when | was a kid. 


Backstage, all out of breath, | drank water like I'd never stop. | watched Slash and Duff take swigs out of the 
same Jack Daniels bottle. | watched Izzy and Steven sneak off to a bathroom somewhere to snort coke or 
chase the dragon. Things used to be cool, you know, whatever anyone wanted to do was cool, but | could see 
things getting fucked up, fucked up before we even started. How could we get signed and become this 
successful band if everyone was a fucking drug addict? | did drugs, | have, but unlike all these motherfuckers | 
had control of it. If | didn't want to do it, even if some physical part of me was craving it, | wouldn't do it. It 


was just sheer willpower. 


| had taken a shower, and my hair was dripping down my back, but it felt better getting all that hairspray out 
of it. | was thinking of getting a drink somewhere, just a few to relax. | didn't know where anyone else was and | 
didn't fucking care, either. | couldn't babysit them, although | knew in the back of my mind that if they didn't 


get it together we were screwed. 


"Hey, Axl," Slash was wasted, | could hear it in his voice. He was pretty much wasted through the whole show, 
but it didn't really affect his playing that much. 


"Hey," | said, looking around for a towel to dry my hair with. In a lot of ways having short hair was easier, it 
never dripped like this after a shower, it never got in your face every time you tried to do something. 


| found one and was drying my hair when Slash came up to me, tossed the towel aside and ran his hand 


through my damp hair. He tilted his head to the side and looked at me. 
"What? What are you doing?" | said, stepping back and away from him. He was more wasted than | thought. 


"Nothing, God, Axl, but..l just wanted to touch your hair," he said, still touching it, his hand on the top of my 
head and then it went down to the tips of my hair below my shoulders. 


"Why?" | said, feeling kind of pinned under his stare. He pushed me toward the couch and | ended up sitting on 
it because Slash kept going forward and there was nowhere left to go. 


"| don't know.." he said, then he leaned in toward me like he was going to kiss me. | shoved him away from me 
but he didn't go very far. He was still leaning over me, and now he took a strand of my hair and studied it 


between his fingers. 


"Your hair is a really cool color," he said, squinting at it. It's not so cool growing up with hair that color, | could 
tell him, but | didn't. | just moved so he wasn't holding it anymore, and he stared at his fingers where the 
strand had been. 


"Axl, | want to..kiss you and try stuff with you, what's the big deal? It doesn't matter," he said, somehow 
holding the back of my head so when he came at me to kiss me | couldn't get away, and the pressure of his 


lips on mine made me open my mouth and | felt his tongue flicking at mine. 


He was drunk but still clever, saying it didn't matter, because that's a lot of the trouble with doing shit like 
this. It does matter. You can't be gay in any way, so thinking that he was really kind of good looking, and liking 
the lazy way he spoke, and liking the way he leans up against me when we're on stage, that wasn't okay 
because it mattered. Maybe it didn't. | did what | wanted with all kinds of other things, and authority and rules 
and what you were supposed to do could go fuck off, so why was this different? 


"| don't know," | said between getting kissed, his mouth clamping down on mine. | felt his whole body draped over 
mine, keeping me on this couch. He was heavier than me, maybe by 20 pounds or so, and he was drunker. | 
wasn't drunk at all. He wanted me to do homosexual stuff stone cold sober while he got to be wasted and only 


half aware of what he was doing. That wasn't fair. 


"What? It's fine," he said, reaching over to tug at the silver nipple ring | had, and | felt it in all these little 
damaged nerve endings that were there. He kissed my neck and | felt his breath against my skin, hot but 
causing these little chills. 


